











Untidy Brother 


Q. I have to share my bedroom with my 
brother, and he’s so untidy. I like to keep 
the room spick and span, but he never puts 
things away and hardly ever makes his bed. 
What should I do to him?—James, age 14, 
Texas. 


A. We all like to have a room to our- 
selves, and I don’t blame you for wanting 
one too, James. But when there are more 
people in the house than there are bed- 
rooms, some have to share, don’t they? 

I judge that your brother is younger 
than you are. Could it be that you are ex- 
pecting too much of him? When you were 
his age were you as careful to put things 
away as you are now? Or did your mother 
have to pick up after you? 

It would be a sign of your maturity if 
you were to do some tidying up for him 
quietly. Saint Bernard dogs rarely let them- 
selves get disturbed by the silly activities 
of little terriers and cocker spaniels. 

Sometimes when we insist that other peo- 
ple be as particular about things as we are, 
we antagonize them. Is it possible that 
your brother may be deliberately leaving 
the room untidy because you make a fuss? 

You might put a divider down the mid- 
dle of the bedroom, perhaps a bookcase. 
Then one side could be yours and the other 
side your brother’s. You could keep your 
space the way you want it, and it would 
not be spoiled by the way he keeps his. 
Perhaps when he saw how nice your side 
looked he would be inspired to keep his 
better. 


Q. There is a girl at school who insists 
that I telephone her every night. She never 
calls me, but she always makes a terrible 
fuss in school the next day if I don’t call 
her some evening. What should I do?— 
Jane, age 12, Maryland. 
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A. Stop phoning her. 

You can be quite sure that she doesn’t 
want you to telephone because of any pleas- 
ure she gets out of talking to you. If she 
enjoyed talking to you she would call you 
up herself. I am inclined to think that the 
real reason she wants you to call is that it 
satisfies her pride to see you do what she 
demands. 

Be polite to her, of course, and as friendly 
as you can. No doubt the poor girl needs 
friends. But do not let her dominate you. 
It could lead to serious results. 


Q. I like to read movie magazines. But 
my mother says | mustn't. I know many of 
the movie stars aren’t very good people, but 
I like to read about them. I’m not going to 
do the bad things they do.—Monica, age 
14, New York. 


A. You are absolutely right, Monica. 
Most film stars do things you and I know 
are wrong. And the Bible clearly says that 
people who do the things many of the film 
stars do will not get into the New Jeru- 
salem (see Revelation 22:15). 

You say you are not going to do the 
things they do. You are wise. For certainly 
if you were to follow these film stars you 
would not get to heaven, for they are not 
going there. What I am wondering about 
is, How are you going to get to heaven if 
you keep your eyes on people who are go- 
ing somewhere else? 

I find that when I want to go somewhere 
I have to keep my eyes in the direction I 
want to go. If I start looking at something 
that is going in another direction I am very 
liable to stumble and fall. 

I wonder if that explains why some Ad- 
ventist young people fall into sin. They 
are trying to go where Jesus leads, but 
they have their eyes all the time on these 
film stars who are headed toward some 
other place. 
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I am quite sure that if you will throw 
those movie magazines away, you will ind q 


it much easier to follow Christ. 


Send your questions to Lawrence Max- 
well, editor, JUNIOR GUIDE, Washington 
12, DE: 


Your friend, 


etna Wrzrel? 











GOD'S WELL 


By CATHARINE MARSDEN 


N THE year 1806, in Westminster Town, 

Maryland, up near the Pennsylvania bor- 
der, there was a long dry spell. The coun- 
tryside became parched and brown, and all 
the people suffered. 

At first the fortunate persons who owned 
wells were generous with their water. But 
as time passed, and still there was no rain, 
these folks became fearful. 

Eventually one family and then another 
locked the pumps on their wells. They re- 
fused water to travelers, and even to their 
neighbors and friends. 

That is, all did except Miss Lydia and 
Miss Betsy. These two old ladies lived on 
Main Street, near Court Street; and they 
had a truly sweet well. It was deep, and the 
water came up in the mossy old bucket just 
as cool and refreshing as snow water in the 
spring. 

“Fiddle-dee-dee,” said Miss Lydia, “of 


course you can have a dipper of our water. 
Come in and help yourself.” And every 
traveler, as he departed, blessed the old 
ladies. 

“Water belongs to God,” Miss Betsy 
would say to the travelers, and even to her 
ungenerous neighbors. “We've got no right 
to be stingy with it. This is God’s well and 
everyone may drink from it.” 

Weeks passed, and still there was no 
rain. Then the townspeople became pan- 
icky, and some even stood guard over their 
wells with guns. 

But not so Miss Lydia and Miss Betsy. 

“Donkey’s ears!” exclaimed Miss Lydia, 
which was the nearest she ever came to 
swearing. “I’m downright ashamed of the 
folks in this town.” 

“Let’s make ourselves a sign inviting all 
the people in who need water,” replied 
Miss Betsy. To page 16 


Any thirsty traveler who wanted one, could get a drink at Miss Lydia's well. 
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JENNI'S ROOM 


By FLORENCE L. CARLSON 


ENNI frowned. Her room was so small. 

The dark green bedspreads were so tire- 
some. The one window with its same old 
curtains looked so monotonous. 

And just look at that closet! Jenni 
opened the door and several things fell out 
on her. 

She pushed her clothes to one side. That 
was another thing. She didn’t have nearly 
enough room to hang her clothes. And be- 
sides, half her things were getting too small 
for her. They shouldn’t be there at all. 

“Mom, I’m tired of this room and every- 
thing in it!” the girl exploded. “Why can’t 
I have a bigger room so I can change my 
furniture around? And why do I have to 
have such a dark room with only one win- 
dow? I can’t stand these green spreads any 
more either. Can’t I have some new ones?” 

Underneath, Jenni knew that there wasn’t 
enough money to buy new bedspreads, cur- 
tains, and paint in order to redecorate. But 
she couldn’t stand her room any longer the 
way it was! 

Mother heard Jenni’s grumbling from the 
kitchen, where she was doing dishes. “I’m 
sorry, Jenni. But we can’t replace the 
spreads right now. They would cost four or 
five dollars apiece, at least, and we just 
don’t have that much money. Then it would 
take more to buy new curtains for the win- 
dow.” 

“Well, I hate this room! It’s so crowded 
and small, and it seems I never can find any- 
thing any more!” 

Jenni went back into the room to sulk. 
It wasn’t fair. Some of her girl friends lived 
in nice new houses, and they had large 


rooms that weren't at all cluttered. It just 
wasn’t right, that’s all. 

She might be able to endure the room if 
she could keep things in order there, or per- 
haps she could even stand the crowded con- 
ditions if the walls were repainted. But be- 
ing expected to live in a crowded room 
and one that was not redecorated—well, it 
was just too much. Jenni burst into tears. 

“Who is feeling sorry for herself now?” a 
voice at the doorway asked as mother 
peeked in. “Somehow I think this is going a 
little too far. Perhaps you’d better spend the 
next hour in your room all by yourself try- 
ing to think up ten reasons why this is a 
good room. How about that?” 

“Ten reasons why this is a good room? I 
couldn’t even think of one!” Jenni retorted. 

But mother was firm, and Jenni knew 
there would be no way to get out of the 
room until she had thought up the ten rea- 
sons. What a job! 

“Well, how would you like to be sleeping 
under the trees as some of the children in 
Korea have to do, Jenni? That might give 
you an idea for a starter.” And mother left 
the room. 

How Jenni hated to have mother bring- 
ing up the Koreans all the time! Some days 
it was the Africans, or some other people 
in a faraway country. Jenni didn’t care how 
they lived! All she knew was that she was 
mighty unhappy about ¢his horrid little 
room where she had to live. 

Somehow, though, with an hour’s thought 
by herself and the need for constructing a 
list of ten reasons why it was a good room, 
Jenni’s heart began to soften. Mother might 
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have been right—just a /ittle bit. Probably 
it was good she had a room by herself, at 
least. Some other girls she knew had to 
share their rooms with three or four little 
brothers and sisters. It seemed there were a 
few who didn’t have new, uncluttered rooms 
all by themselves. 

And then, too, maybe she was lucky, 
after all, to have at least the one window. 
She'd heard about some places in other 
countries that were built without any win- 
dows at all. That would be terrible. Her one 
window let in a few cooling breezes, any- 
way, in the middle of summer, and it was 
kind of nice having a place for curtains, 
too. Even if she didn’t like them any more, 
it did add a certain “something” to the 
room. 

“Say, that reminds me,” Jenni thought, “I 
can remember, in a big box of curtains that 
mother stored in the basement there is a 
pair of thin nylon curtains that are green 
like my bedspreads. Maybe they would fit 
my window. If they did, they’d be better 
than these solid-color curtains and would 
let in more light too.” 











Jenni found the box where mother kept 
the curtains and rummaged through it un- 
til she found the green nylon panels. “They 
look as though they'd be just the right size,” 
she thought. “Ill try them.” 

They fit! What a help! And the nylon 
seemed to give the room a softer look. 

Jenni went to bed that night not quite 
so discontented. She could hang the curtains 
tomorrow. 

In the morning she bounded out of bed a 
bit earlier than usual. She really should 
clean the closet today, too, she decided, as 
well as hang the curtains. Then maybe she 
could find her things. And she could sort 
through her clothes, too, and take out the 
ones that were too small, so mother could 
give them to her little cousins. 

As soon as breakfast was over, Jenni 
busied herself in her room. She took every- 
thing out of the closet—clothes of all de- 
scriptions, her dolls that were stored on the 
top shelf, games and paper dolls, which she 
had placed on the floor in the back because 
she didn’t play with them very often. Then 

To page 19 
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Jenni began by taking everything out of the closet. 
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Chapter Three: Unexpected Good Fortune 





GARDENER for GOD 


By ANOBEL ARMOUR 


In case you missed some of the story: 


Robert Moffat grew up in Scotland. When he was 
14, he felt impressed that he ought to go to Africa as 
a missionary. After that, he was away from home for 
several years, earning money by gardening. In one 
home he met Mary, a young woman about his own 
age, and he rather liked her. She helped him study in 
the evenings. He told the ndon Missionary Society 
that he would like to go to Africa, but after a long 
time a letter came saying that there were so many 
young people wanting to be missionaries that the so- 
ciety didn’t have enough money to send him. In spite 
of this, our chapter today starts out with Robert on 
board the ship Alacrity, sailing to Africa. The chap- 
ter explains how this came about, and also tells of 
the unexpected reception Robert received when he ar- 
rived in the Dark Continent. 


| ems wind-filled sails of the little ship 
Alacrity carried her full speed ahead 
through the waters of the South Atlantic. 
“She is living up to her name today, all 
right,” Captain Findlay bragged to his pas- 
senger, Robert Moffat. 

Robert laughed appreciatively. “Maybe 
she knows that I am twenty-one today—and 
in a hurry.” 

For a while, it had seemed that she was 
carrying him too fast away from England— 
and Mary, and Scotland, and his mother 
and father. But the closer he got to Africa, 
the stronger grew the urge to get there. On 
days when the Alacrity was becalmed, Rob- 
ert actually found himself counting the 
minutes. 

Captain Findlay marked the date, De- 
cember 21, 1816, in his log book. Then he 
noted the wind and estimated the speed the 
little vessel was making. Looking at the 
date, he remarked to Robert, “Pretty young 
to be going into Africa, aren’t you?” 

Robert shook his head. “I’ve waited so 
long to get started that I feel like an old 
man.” Yet he didn’t really. The way the 
whole thing had turned out was too won- 
derful to turn a man gray. At this very min- 
ute his heart was singing inside him. 

A short time after the letter of refusal 
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had come from the London Missionary So- 
ciety, another letter had arrived. The society 
had found that they could make a place for 
him on their list; on their waiting list, that 
is. Robert was pretty sure that Mr. Roby 
must have written to the society and urged 
them to reconsider, but he didn’t know for 
sure. All he knew was that Mr. Roby said, 
“Now we will have to study every minute. 
No more gardening for you, my boy.” 

Mary looked a little pale, but she smiled 
bravely. “It is an answer to prayer,” she said. 

“Thank you for your prayers, Mary,” Rob- 
ert said gravely. She hadn't said she had 
prayed, but he knew that she wanted him to 
have his heart's desire. 

When it was fully decided that Robert 
was to leave the Smiths and study every 
minute with Mr. Roby, he felt for a fright- 
ening minute that he couldn’t tear himself 
away. The Smiths had been a family to him. 
Once he had left his own family and Scot- 
land, because he needed to make his own 
living. Now he would be giving up another 
family, and the fact that he had done it be- 
fore only made it that much harder. 

As if Mary could read what went on in 
his mind, she said, “To carry the words of 
salvation to Africa is bigger than anything 
that could happen to you here. Remember 
that always.” She smiled at him, but he 
could see tears in her eyes. 

Right then he asked her to marry him, 
and she promised she would. After that, 
being away from her in order to study had 
seemed so hard. But they both knew that it 
wouldn’t be for long. Now Robert stirred 
on the deck of the Alacrity and sighed. He 
had almost turned his head to look at Mary 
standing beside him. Then he remembered, 
just in time, that she wasn’t there. 








He remembered how proudly he had 
looked at her that day in Surry Chapel 
when he had stood to be ordained a mis- 
sionary, along with eight other young men. 
She was standing between his parents and 
her own. Her face was radiant. 

Then something else happened. Bad. 
“We can’t let Mary go with you,” Mr. Smith 
said. “Africa is too far and too dangerous 
and too uncertain. We have prayed about it, 
and we don’t feel that we have the 
right © 

“I want to go with him,” Mary said. “I 
want to be at his side to help him in his 
great work.” But her father shook his head. 

For a minute it seemed to Robert that no 
work could be great without Mary. Then 
he thought of the unexpected blessing of 
being sent by the missionary society. He 
had already made up his mind to go at his 
own expense if he had to. He smiled deep 
into Mary's eyes. “God will take care of us,” 
he said softly and firmly. “He always has.” 





“Cape Town is a pretty place.” Captain 
Findlay cut into Robert’s long thoughts. 
“Maybe as pretty a place as a sailor ever 
sees. There are mountains, and the town 
sits under them, and looks as if it had just 
been washed. Blue water, blue sky, blue 
mountains.” 

“Sounds good,” Robert said. But his 
thoughts went on beyond Cape Town. His 
work would be away from the city. He un- 
derstood that there was a stretch of desert to 
cross—not that it mattered. People were 
his business, not scenery. Still, it would be 
good to see the mountains and the sky, as 
the captain said. They must be wonderful if 
they could stir an old sailor who had seen 
so much of the world. 
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“You cannot go into Namaqualand,” the governor said. His voice was firm, final. 
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The captain walked to the bridge and 
back and leaned against the rail, staring into 
the water. “I guess the old ocean looks pretty 
big to you,” he offered companionably. 

“Not as big as it did when I fell into it 
when I was fourteen,” Robert grinned. “I 
told myself then that I would never leave 
home. Yet here I am, so many days out of 
Manchester that I have lost count of them. 
By the way,” he added, “how many more 
days do you think it will be before we 
reach Cape Town, Captain Findlay?” 

Captain Findlay sighed. “Three weeks— 
another month—who knows? Only the 
wind can answer that.” 

“Maybe someday those steamships that 
are carrying folks up and down the river 
Clyde will be carrying folks on the ocean,” 
Robert said. “I understand they are quite 
swift.” 

Captain Findlay brought his fist down 
hard on the rail. “Nothing will ever take the 
place of wind,” he said flatly. “Just look at 
those sails.” 

Robert looked at them and he liked them. 
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He liked the sound of the wind, too. But he 
would have liked anything that was taking 
him to Africa. He took his Bible out of his 
pocket and sat down on a coil of rope. He 
had been reading every day in this same 
spot for more than two months now. He 
guessed he could make out there for an- 
other month if necessary. 

It was January 17, 1817, when the 
Alacrity docked at Cape Town, Cape Col- 
ony, South Africa. Robert made a note of 
the date on the flyleaf of his Bible. He 
knew it was the most important date of his 
life, and that seemed a proper and fitting 
place to mark it down. 

As he swung down the gangplank, he 
looked up at Table Mountain. The sun was 
striking it, and it looked white and flat and 
beautiful, even more beautiful than Cap- 
tain Findlay had described it. 

He felt as if he had wings on his feet as 
he strode down the roadway to the gov- 
ernor’s office. The long slow boat trip 
seemed already far behind him. All he had 

To page 16 



















FUN 


IN THE BATHROOM 





Here’s a bit of fun! Your little sisters will 
get a real kick out of it! 

Try some hair-dos like the ones in these 
pictures—the Washington Monument, the 
Bearded Lady, or the Gal With the Handle- 
Bar Mustache. 

For best results, be sure to get plenty of 
soap in the hair. Without enough, the 
Washington Monument soon begins to 
look like the Leaning Tower of Pisa! 

There is a useful side to this play. While 
the hair is soapy, you can try new hair-dos 
and find out which ones look best. Older 
sisters will find this especially helpful. 

After the play, rinse out all the suds, 
then soap up again and rinse twice. When 
the hair is really clean, it will squeak when 
you run your fingers through it. 

Have fun! 





* 
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Why Mr. Tom Sayre believes in angels. 


RESCUED from DROWNING 


BY AN 


ANGEL 


By NELLIA BURMAN GARBER 


| ewe car rolled along as if on air. Joy 
seemed so thick that one could almost 
cut it with a knife as the Pathfinders talked, 
played games, and just sat enjoying the 
countryside through which they were rid- 
ing. Mr. Tom Sayre, driver of the car, smiled 
with pleasure as he listened to the little 
jokes, small talk, and big plans so common 
in such company. “How I wish I were their 
age again,” he mused, but he was cut short 
in his thoughts by the sudden movement of 
a car from the side road. 

The shrieking of brakes and tires, the 
sudden stop of the fast-moving car, and the 
awful fear in the hearts of all the Pathfind- 
ers caused the talking to cease suddenly as 
everybody waited breathlessly for the crash 
that seemed inevitable. 

But the crash never came. 

The two cars came to rest so close to- 
gether that you could not have squeezed 
between them. 

“Are you hurt, neighbor?” Mr. Sayre 
called through the open window to the 
driver of the other car. 

“No, we're all right, just a bit shaken up. 
You all O.K.?” 

“Pretty scared, but otherwise we seem to 
be all here and accounted for. Glad no one 
was hurt.” 

And with a friendly wave of the hand 
Mr. Sayre pulled his car around the front of 
the other and moved on down the highway. 

There was a lively discussion then as to 
who was to blame. That, however, was ob- 
vious, for the driver of the other car had 
not stopped at the stop sign before entering 
the four-lane highway. The children had 
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various ideas about the near accident. And 
shaken as he was, Mr. Sayre could not fail 
to be interested and amused by their 
theories. 

“Want to know what I think about it?” 
he asked at last. 

“Sure,” came the answer in a chorus. 
“Tell us.” 

“I think an angel kept that car from hit- 
ting us, because we asked God to send His 
angel to be with us before we started out.” 

There was silence for a few seconds, and 
then one junior boy asked what all the rest 
wanted to know, “Do you really believe in 
angels, Mr. Sayre?” 

“Yeah, do you?” asked another. 

“Yes, I believe in angels,” Mr. Sayre said 
seriously. “And if you will all sit back nice 
and quiet, I'll tell you why.” 

“Oh, goody, a story,” giggled Selma. 

“We're ready,” urged Jim. 

“When I was about seventeen,” began 
Mr. Sayre, “I wanted desperately to go to 
college, just as all newly graduated boys 
do. My parents could not afford to send me, 
but an uncle offered me work at his home 
near Emmanuel Missionary College at Ber- 
rien Springs, Michigan. I was delighted, of 
course, but my parents felt that Michigan 
was too far away from California, where we 
were living, and although they gave me their 
consent, they were very unhappy about ict. 

“One day about a week before I was to 
leave for EMC, a group of friends, my par- 
ents, and I went for a picnic and swim at 
Lake Arrowhead in southern California. It 
was a beautiful evening, and we enjoyed 





the crisp mountain air. Just before supper, 
several of us teen-agers decided to jump in 
for a short swim. It would be too long to 
wait after eating, we reasoned. So the oth- 
ers came down to watch the four of us. 

“We lit out on a run, playing tag as we 
raced to the water. Just as we came to the 
water's edge, I saw that the fellow who was 
‘It’ was about to tag me, so I dived down 
under the water. I had done that many 
times, and although I am not a very good 
swimmer, I had always managed to surface 
whenever I felt like it. But that night it was 
different. I felt myself being pulled down 
down, down and out toward the center of 
the lake. It was a horrible feeling, and I am 
not afraid to admit that I was scared. When 
I finally came to the surface, my friends 
saw panic in my face, and my buddy, Ralph, 
jumped in to help me. But he had the same 
experience I had; he later described it as a 
feeling of being sucked under. 

“I cried all the tricks I had ever heard of 
to bring myself to the surface again, and 
when I finally emerged, I cried at the top 
of my lungs, ‘Help!’ Down I went again, 
and that was all I knew for a long time. I 
did not know until hours later that my pal 
Ralph had gone down three times the same 
as I did. However, one of the party was able 
to rescue him, as he had not been carried 
out into the lake as far as I had. I was to 


Tom got his head up just long enough to shout, 
“Help!” then slipped back under the water again. 


ALAN FORQUER, ARTIST 


learn much later that an unidentified man 
had come in from the center of the lake, 
bringing me with him. He laid me down on 
the sandy shore and gave me artificial res- 


piration until I was breathing normally 
again. ae 

Did your friend drown?” Selma wanted 
to know. 


“No, he was very ill for a little while, be- 
cause he had swallowed a lot of water, but 
he never stopped breathing.” 

“Who was the stranger who brought you 
in, Mr. Sayre?” Jim asked. 

“Well, when I began breathing normally, 
he just walked off, and no one in the whole 
party remembers seeing him go. My parents 
felt very sorry to have let him go without 
thanking him, so we scattered out and vis- 
ited various parties along the lake, looking 
for him. Mother and I waited in the car, 
for I was ill and weak. Everyone tried and 


To page 16 


























See note on page 16 





1776. The thirteen American colonies were But between battles, George Washington Captain Stevens rus@ed in s 


fighting for independence from England, opened his Bible and studied what God enemy has taken the ridge! 
and General George Washington was lead- had written there. Often did he pray in treat!” Washington said, “ 
ing them. In the heat of action, buildings secret, and only rarely did he tell others of by retreating. Order our mer 
burned, armies charged on the open fields. his faith. But once, during a battle .. . go that way and attract the 
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s rusted in shouting, “The 
en the ridge! We must re- 
igton said, “We can’t win 
Irder our men to attack. I'll 
id attract the enemy fire.” 


GEORGE 
WASHINGTON 


Loved His Bible 


From the American Bible Society 


Washington ran in plain view of the enemy. 
Stevens gave the order to attack—then 
joined Washington. “How can you dare 
to do this?” he asked. “I have faith in 
my Superior Officer,’ Washington said. 


When they reached safety, they looked 
themselves over closely. There were bullet 
holes in Washington’s coat! But he was 
unscratched. His Superior Officer had 
brought him through without injury! 
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That night George Washington knelt in his tent and 
thanked God for sparing his life. Soon after, he had 
Captain Stevens write out an order for command- 
ing officers to supply chaplains for the soldiers. 


The result of General Washington’s order was that 
soon chaplains were giving the soldiers spiritual 
help, often preaching sermons to the accompaniment 
of cannon fire. Washington worshiped with his men. 





After eight years of fighting, General Washington 
called his officers to a meeting. “Gentlemen,” he 
said, “I have good news for you today. The enemy 
has signed a treaty of peace. The war is over.” 
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George Washington went back to his lovely home 
at Mount Vernon. He wanted to settle down and 
enjoy his farm, but his countrymen needed a Presi- 
dent for the new United States, and they chose him. 










The one-time general accepted the call, not because 
he wanted to, but because he felt it was his duty. 
In April, 1789, in New York City, he placed his hand 
on the Bible and swore to be a faithful President. 





In the President's office, he planned 
to solve his problems with the same 
help he had used in the war—his 
Bible. His wife Martha found this 
* out when she came to see him on 
his first day at his desk. 





Looking for his Bible he said, “My duties as President | George Washington was more than the Father of His 
of the United States have just begun: And | know Country. With his Bible, he helped his country to 


that it is impossible to rightly govern without God base its freedom on faith in God. All who now enjoy 
and the Bible.” Washington loved God’s Word! that freedom will do well to love the Bible too. 
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Show This Filmstrip! 


The story and the pictures of George Washington 
are taken from the. filmstrip, “Inspiration to Great- 
ness,” produced by the American Bible Society. The 
JUNIOR GUIDE strongly recommends this excellent 
picture, which comes with a record that tells the 
story, for use in Sabbath school and MV and JMV 
meetings. Order from the 


American Bible Society 
480 Fourth Avenue 
New York 16, New York 





God’s Well 
From page 3 


So they found a large piece of cardboard 
and printed on it, in great sprawling 
letters: 

FREE ADMITTANCE TO ALL. 
WATER BELONGS TO 
GOD. 

Town and country folks came from all 
over the county and even from up in Penn- 
sylvania to draw water. The old wooden 
bucket never once came up dry. Even when 
this was the last good well for miles around, 
the Misses Lydia and Betsy still gave away 
the precious water. 

Then the rains came. First in the blue 
hills, and then a sudden storm in town. 
The downpour lasted for hours. 

And that day, God’s well went dry. But it 
didn’t matter any more. The river, the 
creek, the ponds, the wells, and the rain 
barrels were overflowing. 

The hearts of the folks in Carroll County 
were overflowing too, with love for the 
Misses Lydia and Betsy. 


Rescued From Drowning, by an 
Angel 


From page 11 


tried to find the man who had just rescued 
the teen-ager, and although almost everyone 
knew about the near drowning, no one 
knew the man or to which group he be- 
longed. ‘Can’t see for the life of me where 
that fellow came from,’ said one man they 
approached. ‘One just doesn’t swim around 
out in the middle of the lake, yet that’s 
where he came from; I saw him.’” 

“Tll bet it was an angel,” Selma said, 
reverently. 

“That’s what my folks and I will always 
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believe,” replied Mr. Sayre. “And you know 
what?” 

“No, what?” asked several in chorus. 

“My parents never said a word after that 
about my not going to Michigan to school. 
All mother said was, ‘God spared you; you 
must go wherever He wants you to go.’ And 
years later, when I was called to go to the 
mission field, my parents did not object. 
They knew that the angels could go to Af- 
rica just as easily as to Lake Arrowhead.” 

“That was a good story, Mr. Sayre. I al- 
ways thought it was sort of sissy to believe 
in angels and things, but after your experi- 
ence—and ours today—I guess we just 
couldn't get along without them, could we?” 
said one of the boys. 

“I'd surely hate to try it,” said Mr. Sayre, 
with a shake of his head. 

“Me, too,” agreed the others. 


Gardener for God 
From page 8 


to do now was to have the governor stamp 
his credentials, and then he could be on his 
way. His credentials were for his appoint- 
ment by the London Missionary Society for 
his trip into Namaqualand. 

Men from India passed him, and he re- 
membered that they had been brought into 
Africa to work. One young woman was 
wearing a sari and had a market basket over 
her arm. It stirred him to see someone from 
a world he had never known. Just then a 
Zulu—at least he guessed she was a Zulu 
by the many bracelets on her neck and arms 
—came down the road. She had a fat black 
baby balanced on her hip. Robert smiled at 
her because he couldn’t help himself. She 
looked like the Africa he had dreamed of. 

A bit farther on, he saw a workman tool- 
ing leather. He was neither Indian nor Zulu. 
Robert didn’t know what he was. But he 
smiled at him too. And he smiled later at a 
tall man in a white robe and.a white turban, 
who was rummaging through a stack of 
wicker baskets. He also noticed flowers for 
sale in some booths and remembered that 
this was summertime down here. It was all 
exciting and colorful. Not that he hadn’t 
seen all kinds of people in the seaport 
towns of England. But they were just com- 
ing and going, while these people lived 
here, all together, like one big family. At 

To page 18 














I's Amazing, 


the Ways Animals Sleep 


By GRACE V. WATKINS 


Wen you get into your pajamas, say 
your prayers, and crawl between those 
comfortable sheets, do you ever wonder 
what animals do when it’s time to sleep? 
Let’s check up on a few of them and see 
what they’re up to when sleepytime comes. 
Then you can cast your vote for sheets and 
mattresses, or for But wait! Let’s make 
our survey before we finish that sentence. 








HARRY BAERG, ARTIST 


An elephant goes to bed by leaning against a tree. 


Let’s begin with your dog. Watch him! 
When he decides to sleep, he often turns 
around several times before sinking com- 
fortably onto the floor. Do you know why 
he does this? It’s a habit God built into 
him. You see, when he’s out in the open, 
turning around helps him see if there are 
any enemies near, and it also presses down 
the grass and makes a snug place for resting. 

Do dogs dream? Indeed they do. Watch 
carefully, one of these times, and you'll see 
your Fido begin yip-yip-yipping in his sleep 
and perhaps even moving his feet. Quite 
likely he’s chasing a rabbit in his dreams. 

You sleep with your head on a pillow 
and enjoy the pleasant softness. But the 
penguin, the big black-and-white bird of 
the Antarctic, carries his pillow around with 
him. What is his pillow? His tail! When- 
ever he feels sleepy, he has his pillow right 
with him, wherever he happens to be. 

Since we’re in the Antarctic, let’s do some 
more ocean exploring and look at the seals. 
Do they clamber up on the shore to sleep? 
Do they float on a piece of driftwood? The 
amazing thing is that when Sammy Seal 
feels weary he merely falls asleep in the 
water. When he needs a fresh supply of air, 
he floats up to the surface for another 
breath without even bothering to wake up! 
Then, with the fresh-air reservoir filled, he 
calmly sinks back into the water. The same 
is true of the sea lion. 

Let’s turn our binoculars now on the 
toucan, a large bird living in South Ameri- 
can jungles. You've probably heard that 
many birds tuck their bills under their 
wings when they go to sleep. But not the 
toucan. His bill is just too big and heavy, so 
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he lays it along his back and drapes his long 
tail over it like a blanket. 

Most people have heard that elephants 
are wise and have good memories. But did 
you know that an elephant needs only three 
hours’ sleep in a day? It’s true. And if he’s 
sick and not moving about, he often takes 
even less sleep than that. Of course, young 
elephants require more, so don’t begin 
thinking right off how exciting it would be 
if you could get along on three hours’ sleep 
and have all that extra time for tennis and 
camping trips and reading and maybe even 
a fourth meal!! 

Sometimes horses sleep standing up. But 
African elephants have one of the strangest 
sleeping customs ever. At night they lean 
against trunks of trees or rest their heads 
on piles of earth or on those huge ant hills 
found in Africa, which often are built very 
tall. 

Another creature that would win a badge 
for unusual sleeping habits is the Indian 
fruit bat. When he grows drowsy (in the 
morning, for bats are on the go most of the 
night) he finds a private spot and falls 
asleep upside down, clinging to a branch. 

Of course, you've read about animals that 
hibernate during the cold season. But did 
you know that there’s a fish that sleeps 
through the dry time of the year? His 
name is the lungfish, for he has lungs, as 
well as gills. When the lake in which he has 
been swimming dries up, this amazing fish 
promptly burrows into the mud, relaxes, 
and falls asleep. 

“But how does the lungfish breathe?” 
you ask. That's the remarkable part of it. 
He curls up cozily with his tail covering his 
head so that his breathing apparatus won't 
clog up with mud or dirt. Then he breathes 
through a hole in the dried mud at the up- 
per end of the burrow. 

What would happen if some curious hu- 
man being dug up a lungfish and plopped 
him into a barrel of water? That one’s 
been answered. Hibernating lungfish have 
been taken from their mud cradles in Af- 
rica, carried across the Atlantic, and put 
into tanks of water in New York. They 
were none the worse for their adven- 
ture, and took up life on the new continent 
quite happily. 

It’s all interesting, you say, about ani- 
mals and how they sleep. But you still want 
sheets and pillows and springy mattresses. 
So will all of us humans. But animals would 
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probably vote for their slumber customs. 

Next time you give a talk at school, why 
not speak on some angle of animal life and 
customs? You'll have a most attentive audi- 
ence. 


Gardener for God 
From page 16 


least he hoped that was how they felt about 
one another, for he felt as though he be- 
longed to them and they belonged to him. 
He couldn't explain, but that is how it was. 

Though there was so much to see, Rob- 
ert hurried on. At last he pushed open the 
door of the governor's office and presented 
himself. “I have come for your seal on my 
credentials, sir,” he said politely. 

The governor looked up at him and 
frowned. “There will be no seal,” he said 
shortly. “Not for anyone whom the London 
Missionary Society is sending into Nama- 
qualand.” 

Robert Moffat felt his heart stop beating. 
Surely he couldn’t be hearing such words. It 
must be a nightmare of sorts. But the sun 
was shining in the window and its light fell 
across his papers. It was daylight, and he 
was awake. “I don’t understand,” he stam- 
mered. 

“The society refuses to return runaway 
slaves,” the governor explained. “The men 
they send out will have no part of such 
business. Besides this, Namaqualand has be- 
come a refuge for escaped criminals. We 
feel that the man before you harbored 
these criminals and aided and abetted run- 
away slaves. Runaway slaves and escaped 
criminals can get lost easily enough on this 
big continent, without help from mission- 
aries.” 

Robert thought of the years of study and 
the long wait of two years before he 
boarded the Alacrity. He thought of that 
long trip down the coast of Africa, the 
many days it had taken to reach the tip of 
the Dark Continent, and of how his heart 
had kept right on singing all the way. Now 
the song was stilled. 

Then suddenly he was ashamed. “For- 
give me, heavenly Father,” he prayed si- 
lently and quickly, “for losing faith even 
for a second. And help me to find the 
words to say that will let me go forward.” 
He leaned across the desk and spoke ear- 
nestly to the governor. 


“We are not political people,” he ex- 











plained. “Our job is not to interfere with 
the government and its laws. The freedom 
that we offer to people is the freedom of the 
spirit, through the Saviour of the world. We, 
who are missionaries, have but one inter- 
est—to spread the news of salvation. We 
are not policemen, to hunt down criminals. 
Our time must be spent on souls.” 

The governor stirred at his desk. Robert 
could see that he wanted to believe him. 
“Our work is to carry the light of the gos- 
pel only,” he urged. 

The governor picked up the seal and 
Robert held his breath. Then the official 
laid the seal back on his desk. “You cannot 
go into Namaqualand, my young friend,” 
he said finally. His voice was not cold, but 
it chilled Robert to the bone. It was so firm 
and so final. 

(To be continued) 





Jenni’s Room 
From page 5 


there were boxes of doll clothes in front, 
shoes that really should have been in the 
shoe bag in the first place, and several 
belts that had fallen from their hooks. 
When she got everything out of the closet 
into her small bedroom, it looked even 
tinier. 

“But at least my closet is getting cleaned 
out,” Jenni thought. “That will help. And 
some of these things I can probably take 
to the basement or give away, so the closet 
won't have to be as full when I get through 
rearranging it.” 

By noon the closet was in A-1 condition, 
and Jenni stepped back to admire her work. 
Everything looked so neat and orderly. 

“Mother, come here and see what's hap- 
pened to my closet,” Jenni called. She was 
rather proud of what she’d done. “How does 
it look?” 

“Why, it looks wonderful, Jenni!” mother 
answered. “Doesn't it make you feel good 
when you do something constructive like 
that?” 

Jenni had to admit that it did make her 
feel pretty good. “If you can help me sort 
through my clothes, then I'll be all done 
with the closet, Mother. I’ve laid everything 
on the bed that I had any question about, 
and I need you to help me decide which of 
these things I really should keep.” 





LESSONS FROM THE OUT-OF-DOORS 


August 
28. Luke 8:11 God’s word likened to seed 
29. Rev. 3:19 Chasten those | love 
30. Matt. 7:26 Foolish man builds on sand 
31. Matt. 7:19 Let’s bear fruit! 

Study for Perfection 
September 


1. 2 Tim. 2:15 God's approval 
2. 1 Thess. 4:11 Good counsel 
3. Prov. 15:28 Think it through 








“I have time to help you with that right 
now, as a matter of fact,’ mother answered. 
“Shall we get to it?” 

Before many minutes the bed was cleared 
of clothing. A group of dresses and other 
articles hung on the door ready to be boxed 
for the smaller cousins. Now her closet was 
absolutely perfect! She wouldn’t have to 
be ashamed to open the door when she had 
company again! 

“I think I'll clean out my chest of drawers, 
while I'm at it,’ Jenni announced. “Then 
I'll really feel neat.” 

Going through the double six-drawer 
chest was a major undertaking. Souvenirs 
from the past few years filled at least two of 
the drawers, and odds and ends of every de- 
scription met her eye. But she might as well 
start in and get the job finished. It wouldn't 
get done by itself. 

Little heaps—some to give away, others 
to put in the basement, some to discard— 
soon piled up. Again her small room looked 
like a shambles. “But at least I’m making 
progress,” Jenni told herself. “And when I 
get through sorting out what's in my drawers, 
I'll really know where things are again!” 

With a little more help from mother in 
deciding exactly what she should discard in 
some cases, and a little advice on what was 
worth keeping for sentimental reasons and 

To page 22 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


Lesson Theme for the third quarter: "The Path of Obedience" 


X—Honesty in All Things 


(September 3) 


Memory VERSE: “Let us walk honestly, as in 
the day” (Romans 13:13). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Repeat the eighth commandment (Exodus 20: 
15). Read the story of a man whose contact 
with Christ led him to start keeping this com- 
mandment. It is found in Luke 19:1-9. Read 
also Christ’s words to the honest and faithful, in 
Matthew 25:20-23. Learn the memory verse. 


SUNDAY 
God Gives Power to Get Wealth 


Open your Bible to Ecclesiastes. 


The first three of the six commandments that 
tell us how to live with others, deal with our 
relationship to them as persons. The other three 
tell us about our relationship to their property. 

The eighth commandment says, “Thou shalt 
not steal” (Ex. 20:15). 

God gives us the right and the strength to 
earn money. “Thou shalt remember the Lord 
thy God: for it is he that giveth thee power to 
get wealth” (Deut. 8:18). The Bible also tells us 
that every man has the right to enjoy what he 
earns. Read Ecclesiastes 5:19, and see what we 
are told about this. 

“There is no sin in being rich if riches are 
not acquired by injustice,” the servant of the 
Lord tells us in Christ’s Object Lessons, page 
266. 

But our money must be earned honestly—the 
results of our own hard work and not our cun- 
ning. We are to work faithfully and well. Eccle- 
siastes 9:10 tells us this. Find and read the 
passage. 
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“Let us walk honestly, as in the day,” says 
our memory verse. The eighth commandment 
reminds us that we must respect the property of 
others. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
556, pars. 1 

THINK! Do you work hard—with all 
might? 

RESOLVE that you will be an honest, faithful 
worker. 


your 


MONDAY 
Many Kinds of Stealing 


Open your Bible to Deuteronomy 25. 

The eighth commandment tells us not to steal. 
Ordinarily when we think of stealing, we think 
of thieves who break into banks or stores or 
homes and take other people’s valuables. These 
are thieves, of course, but the Bible teaches us 
about thieves who steal in other ways. 

One of Israel’s laws taught that it is wrong to 
delay in paying the wages of a hired person. 
The law states, “The wages of him that is hired 
shall not abide with thee all night until the 
morning” (Lev. 19:13), and James in the New 
Testament writes a warning to employers who 
defraud their employees. 

Merchants often cheated their customers by 
using balances and weights and measures that 
were short of the true ones. In many places in 
the Bible we find God warning His people against 
dishonesty in business dealings. Read what the 
law says, in verses 13-16. 

Employees as well as employers must give 
faithful service and not cheat their masters. 
“Exhort servants to be obedient unto their own 








masters, and to please them well in all things; 
not answering again; not purloining, but shewing 
all good fidelity” (Titus 2:9, 10). 

We are told about a strange kind of stealing 
in the story of Absalom and how he intercepted 
the men who were going to see his father, King 
David. He promised to do everything they 
wanted. In this way he “stole the hearts of the 
men of Israel” from the rightful king. 

Jeremiah tells us about another kind of steal- 
ing. A prophet who tells the people that “the 
Lord” says this or that when He actually does 
not, or who does not teach the words of the Lord 
is stealing also. 


For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 309, par. 1. 


Tuink! Are you honestly giving service when 
you do a task for pay? Are you honest if you 
pass by every chance to go out with some Chris- 
tian literature or do other missionary work? 


Pray to be honest toward everyone. 


TUESDAY 
Stealing From God 


Open your Bible to Malachi 3. 


There is still another way in which it is pos- 
sible to break the commandment “Thou shalt not 
steal”—a very serious way. The Bible tells us 
that we can rob God! Read how we can do this, 
in verse 8. 

We owe all that we have to God—our life, 
the air we breathe, the water we drink and use, 
the fruits and grains and vegetables that He 
causes to grow for our food, the strength and 
power to think and work and earn—all these, 
and more, are His gifts to us. “The silver is mine, 
and the gold is mine, saith the Lord of hosts,” 
we are told by the prophet Haggai (Haggai 2:8). 
And speaking through the psalmist, the Lord 
declares, “Every beast of the forest is mine, 
and the cattle upon a thousand hills” (Ps. 50:10). 





When Jesus reached the tree he called for Zacchaeus. 


God lets us keep nine tenths of what we earn 
but asks us to return to Him for the purpose of 
spreading the gospel one tenth—the tithe. 

The verse you read above mentions offerings 
as well as tithes. The servant of the Lord says: 
“Those who selfishly spend the Lord’s gifts on 
themselves, leaving their needy fellow creatures 
without aid and doing nothing to advance God’s 
work in the world, dishonor their Maker. Rob- 
bery of God is written opposite their names in 
the books of heaven.’—Christ’s Object Lessons, 
p. 266. 

Taking the Sabbath to earn extra money or for 
pleasure is robbing God of the time we should 
be spending getting acquainted with Him. 

For further reading: Christ’s Object Lessons, 
p. 144, pars. 3 and 4 (1923 ed., p. 143, pars. 3 
and 4). 

Tuink! Are you truly being honest with God? 

Pray to give Him all that is due Him. 


WEDNESDAY 
Some Thieves of the Bible 


Open your Bible to Luke 19. 


The Bible tells us of several people who stole 
from others—of Rachel, who stole her father’s 
images, of Achan, who stole valuables from the 
ruins of Jericho and suffered death with his 
family as a result, and of Judas, whom the Gos- 
pels call a thief. The Gospels tell of two thieves 
who repented and their stories ended more hap- 
pily than the stories of the unrepentant Achan 
and Judas. 

One of the two thieves did not meet Jesus 
until the two of them were dying on the cross, 
but he repented and asked for salvation. He was 
not saved from earthly death, but he died with 
the Saviour’s words ringing in his ears that he 
would be with Jesus in Paradise. 

The other story of a repentant thief is the 
story of Zacchaeus, the dishonest taxgatherer. 
Read the resolution he made when he came 
face to face with Jesus in His purity, in verse 
8. Now read Jesus’ words to him, in verse 9. 

Although no thieves can live in heaven, those 
who give up their habit of stealing and accept 
Christ will be received into heaven just as though 
they had never committed the sin of stealing. 
For further reading: The Desire of Ages, pp. 


554, 555. 


Tuink! Are you ready, for the sake of Jesus, 
to give up any dishonest deed or habits? 


Pray to be fair and honest in all things. 


THURSDAY 
Doing Our Honest Part 


Open your Bible to Matthew 25. 


Refusing to do one’s honest part is stealing, 
also. In every group of juniors there are usually 
found one or two who let others do all the work. 
They come late (or not at all) and leave early 
and stand around and joke while the rest do 
the work. 

Jesus told the story of a man who did not 
do his honest part. The story was about three 
servants whose master had entrusted them with 
talents. To one he gave five talents; to the second, 
two; and to the third, one. While the first two 
servants put their talents to use, the third did 
not do anything with his. Read what he did with 
it, in verse 18. 

The two who had used the talents wisely were 
praised and rewarded on their master’s return. 
But read what was said to the servant who did 
not do his honest part and what happened to 
him, in verses 26 to 30. 
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To each one of us the Lord has entrusted tal- 


ents—time, the ability to speak, special gifts 
like a talent for singing, ability to earn money, et 
cetera—and He will come one day to see whether 
we have been honest in our use of them. If we 
have, we shall hear some wonderful words 
spoken to us. Read these words, in verse 21. 

For further reading: Christ’s Object Lessons, 

329, top of p. 330 (1923 ed., p. 331, top of p. 
332). 

Tuink! Are you doing your honest part with the 
strength, the talents, the time, the privileges, He 
has given you? 

Pray to use unselfishly, to the glory of God, 
and the helping of others, all you have been 
given. 

FRIDAY 


Repeat the eighth commandment (Ex. 20:15). 

UNDERLINE the name of the book in the Bible 
in which we are told that the Lord gives us 
power to get wealth. 

DRAW A WAVY LINE under the name of the 
prince who stole the hearts of his father’s sub- 
jects. 

DRAW TWO LINES under the name of the prophet 
who accused false prophets of stealing when they 
did not give the Lord’s message properly. 

PuT A CHECK MARK (#) beside the name of 
the prophet who said that failing to pay tithe 
and give offerings is robbing God. 

PvuT A CIRCLE around the names of the thieves 
of the Bible who repented of their dishonest 
ways. 

PuT THIS SIGN (*) beside the names of two 
thieves who did not repent. 

PuT THIS SIGN (#) beside the description of 
the ones who in a story Christ told did their 
honest part. 


ACHAN MALACHI 

TWO FAITHFUL THE THIEF ON 
SERVANTS THE CROSS 

JEREMIAH JUDAS 

DEUTERONOMY ZACCHAEUS 

ABSALOM 


For further reading: A. S. Maxwell, 
Story, vol. 3, pp. 92-95; vol. 4, pp. 
Review the memory verse. 


The Bible 
103-111. 





Jenni’s Room 
From page 19 


what was not, Jenni saw the stacks dimin- 
ishing. There was a large box of things to 
take out to the trash can—things that really 
didn’t seem as important now as when she 
had saved them. The discards in themselves 
would be a tremendous help in giving her 


more drawer space so that what was neces- 
sary to keep there could be arranged in a 
more orderly manner. 

It wasn't long before Jenni was done. Her 
chest was in top-notch order, with her cloth- 
ing all put back into the now-more-roomy 
drawers. Small items were placed in shoe 
boxes to keep them separated. This would 
make it a lot easier to find things and would 
aid in helping to keep the drawers neat for 
a long time. 

Then all of a sudden it seemed appropri- 
ate that she clean off the top of the chest 
too, now that all six drawers had been 
sorted. It was a shorter task, and polishing 
the shiny top was a lot of fun. 

“Now, let’s see. Which scarf shall I 
choose?” she asked out loud as she peered 
into mother’s linen closet. Pulling out a 
frilly white nylon scarf, she placed it on the 
top of her long chest. 

“T think I'll just choose a few of my pret- 
tiest ornaments for the top, too, instead of 
cluttering it with so many,” she decided. 
Her miniature glass horse, the little boxer 
dog, and her tiny guppie fish bowl in the 
center seemed to be just enough. They 
made the room homey-looking, and yet neat 
and uncluttered at the same time. 

Later on, with her sheer curtains hung 
and her closet and chest ready for final in- 
spection, Jenni called for mother once more. 
“Mom, come and see whether my room 
looks any better now!” 

It made Jenni happy to hear the nice 
things mother said. And for some strange 
reason the room didn’t seem so horrible and 
ugly any more. 

Then, to make it even better, mother 
said, “In a month or two maybe we can af- 
ford to buy those new bedspreads you want. 
You deserve them after working so hard.” 
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An Invitation to 


MISSIONARY ADVENTURE 


Two outstanding books with that magic-carpet ap- 
peal—guaranteed to delight readers of every age. 


GOING WITH GOD, by Yvonne Davy 


No author has ever told mission stories with more graphic appeal. 
In this book we view the fortunes of two young missionary appointees 
from the time they leave home until they arrive at their mission 
station. We live with them in their work, share their hopes and de- 
spairs, their joy in souls won from darkest African heathenism. This 
book engages high reader interest from the first sentence through the 


last page. 
Price $3.00 
MISSIONARY TO CALCUTTA, by Goldie Down 


Decidedly an informative, entertaining, and inspiring mission travel 
treatise. All the vivacity of wide-awake observation combines here 
with the charm of an uninhibited astonishment to make this a com- 
pelling narrative. In this book you will find delightfully subtle humor, 
pathos, tragedy. As never before you will feel the great need of 
India and see its beauty contrasted with its wretchedness. 

This volume reveals a facet of missionary life not feund in other 
missionary recitals. 





Price $3.75 
ORDER FROM YOUR BOOK AND BIBLE HOUSE 
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1. The antelope ground squirrel is cautious, but does 
not always run for his hole when someone comes. 
Instead he runs ahead through the brush _and climbs 
a stub or bush occasionally to look back. 2. He often 
makes his den in the rough gravel aethes at the 











edge of flood plains in the desert. 3. Living in hot, 
dry places, he has become able to do without water, 
but when he finds it he will drink several times 
before leaving. His body conveniently manufactures 
water from the carbohydrates in the dry seeds he eats. 

















4. Like other rodents that have many children, these 
ground squirrels have many enemies. Foxes, badgers, 
coyotes, hawks, and snakes account for many of 
them. 5. The golden-mantled ground squirrel of the 
higher mountains and more wooded areas is probably 


the most photographed member of the tribe. He is 
often taken for a chipmunk, though he is twice as 
large and lacks the black stripe all chipmunks have. 
6. In our Western parks these rodents become very 
tame and rival the bears as beggars for handouts. 











7. Though quiet and unobtrusive, they are great 
thieves and can get away with a lot of food that may 
be carelessly left on picnic tables. 8. They spend 
much time washing and seem to be fastidious about 
their person, but their homes are usually full of 
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trash and vermin, and it is likely that the attention 
they give their fur is motivated by the irritation 
caused by fleas. 9. The openings to their dens, often 
under stumps or bushes, lead to a system of tunnels, 
some filled with trash. The nest is near the center. 





